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PRE FACE. 


HAT this worthy old Gentleman, 
Sir Roger De Coverly, might un- 
dergo no Manner of Hardſbips, I 
have conducted him, quietly, into the Manſions 
of his Friends, where he will be treated with 
all the Gentleneſs, Candour, and Good-Nature 
he can poſſibly wiſh for. He will have the 
Ear and Acfections of ſome of the honeſteſt 
Men in the Nation: And many à pretiy La- 
dy will be claſeted with the Knight. And ſo 
they may, without the leaft Reflection on their 
Conduct, for he's. full as harmleſs as a Child 
in the Month, and wou d not, for the World, 
attempt to make them laugb, at the Expence 
of either Morality or Good-Breeding. Whe- 
ther or no ſuch a Character will pleaſe the 
Generality of People, 1 am, indeed, at a 
Loſs to gueſs. But ſure Tam, that how much 
ever it might delight, no Character, that 
| tends to lead from the Ways of Wiſdom, De- 
cency, and Virtue, ſhould ever be exhibi ted, 
but to be . d. or puniſhed. 
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Sir Roger de Coverley : 


O R, 
| The * CHRISTMAS, Ge. 
| ACT I 


SCENE, A large Country-Hall fluck with 


Holly and Bays. . 
Enter Sir eee the Houſe-keeper. 


| Sir Roger, 

4 E ſure, Prudence, you take care to 

; B let us have Plenty to-day.— Beef, 

| Pudding, Plumb- Porridge, and 

g | Mince-Pics in Abundance. My honeſt 

| ' Neighbours love them; and 5 s the 
Day they make me happy. 


3 Pru- 


Sir 


"FR NA 
Prudence. 
The Day your Honour makes them ſo, 


rather, Sir. 5 SA 


iS 


Sir Roger. 

That's what I mean, Prudence. The 
making them happy makes me fo too. I'm 
always delighted at the Felicity of others ; 
but more eſpecially, if I my ſelf have f 


been the Cauſe on't. 


Prudence. 1 
| Beſt of Men ! [Afide.] Tl take Care, 
Sir Roger, to order every thing to your | 


| Liking. 


| Sir Roger. 
Be ſure you let there be enough, and 


of the beſt, that no one may go away 
hungry or diſpleas d, tho the whole Pariſh 


ſhould make me a Viſit. 
Prudence. 

'I-will, Sir. [ Going. 
N Reger. | | 
Stay, Prue, ſtay I ha'n't diſcharg'd 

Ws Debt to you yet. | 
„ © 8 F 
Debt, Sir ! I'm ſure your Honour owes | 


me nothing. Sir 


L 9 1. 
Sir Roger. 
» 1 Yes, but Ido, Pra. ——You have been 
, | more than ordinarily careful this Year, and 
Irn be more than ordinarily liberal. I al- 


E Ways gave you one Guinea, you know, 

n 1 for your Chriſtmas Box; but, now, there's 

3 a couple. | [Gives her Money. 
e 1 1 Prudence. 

oF Thank your Honour. [Curteſies often. 
Sir Roger. 


e, Enough, enough. Send the Butler to 
Wo | 


: . Prudence. = 85 
I Will, Sir. Exit Prudence; 
d Sir Roger (to himſelf.) = 


ay here's one chearful Heart made 
ſh How eaſily it's done! and how Joyful it is 
2 to do it! 

: Mie Wimble and Suky run croſs the Hall. ] 
g. 1 Hark'e, hark'e, Miſs Wimble, Suky, 
4 whither fo faſt, 1 ood you? 
| Miss Winbhe. 
? Sir Roger, good Morrow Il didn't ſe 
f you, Sir. — Why Suky and I are going to 
ves | Took out for my Brother Vill. — If he 
Sir B ſhould 


g 
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ſhou'd difappoint us, Sir Roger, I'll never 


forgive him.— I've got the Part Tm to 
act in the Entertainment at Night; and 
If we don't 
ſhew ourſelves, Sir Roger, you know, what 


they tell me I ſhine int, 


ſignifies ſhining ? 
Sir Roger. 

He's to play in't himſelf —He'll come, 

my Dear, to be ſure. 
Miſs Wimöle. 

If he don't, Sir Roger, I'll put on Breeches, 

and do his Part too. 
Suky. 
So would I, rather than not have the 


digiouſly. 


Play as ever I ſaw! 


London Player's a charming thing! 


Well, Miſs, ſha'n't we fee if we can fee |! 
Mr. Wimble ? It's a pure froſty . Y 


The Run will do us Good, 


_ 
<a 
wo 
-Y 
* 
4 70 
. 4 
„ 1 
3 
1 8 7 
"I 
& 
8 
83 
2 


Play ; for I like the Play, Sir Roger, pro- 
Tis a pretty Play! a finging 1 
Play! a dancing Play! a comical little 1 
; Law, I ſhou'd | 
like; of -all things, to be a Player ! They're 3 
ſo fine, and ſo merry, and ſo——— Sure a [ 


L 11 J 
Miſs Wimölt. 
Ay, come Sir Roger, your Servant. 
4 [Exeunt Miſs and Suky. 
] Sir Roger. | 

e f B'ye, Madcaps !—In their young Blood l. 
was as wild my ſelf once. 
N Enter Butler. 

1 S, Ned——Well you'll get ſome of the 
| beſt Ale tap'd——And give our Friends to 
1 nac that Worcefterſhire is behind 


hs | no Shire in nn in its March and 
a aue. 


ne, 


| Ned. | | 
the | They know that already, an't pleaſe your 
3 Honour. Ah, Sir, wou'd to Heaven there 
ing were more Sir Roper de Coverleys in the 
ittle Nation Complaints, then, wou'dn't be 
0d ſo common, in the Neighbourhoods of 
Great Houſes, that they never ſee their 
Landlord's Face That they never warm 
bei Fingers by his Fire Nor can get a 
4 Sup of his Beer, tho they were periſſing 
with Thirſt, —- England, Sir, isn't like 
what! it was Its Hoſpitality decays----Its 
Miſs | Qudlity-Folks are all Show. Their 
— 3 Cup- 


r 
PPP 0 
- 


[ra] 
Cupboards are lockt up, and their Strong 
Beer Barrels are all Drums. 

Sir Roger. 


Go, go, wa 


15 


And- 


WPalread And I believe 
there isn't better in England, Scotland, Ire- 
land, or the Town of Berwick upon Tweed. 
'Tis ſmooth as Oil, as brown as a Cheſt- 
nut, and makes one as merry 

Sir Roger. I 
As what, Ned? Out with the Simile, $ | 
uy thee. As merry as __ | 
Nea. 
As your Honour s Chaplain 4 when 
he condeſcends to tell us an old Story. 


Sir Roger. oF ; 
Good | Ay, he's as worthy a Creature! | 
as breathes, and no body tells a Story bet- | 
ter- Send him to me. Doſt hear, Ned? 
Iwill, Sir. | [Going, F 

| Sir Roger. | L 

| Stay „ honeſt Ned, take your Chriſimas { 
Box with . n him Money.) And be 1 
ſure | 


4 4. + Wt 

1g ſure you remember, in the midft of your 
Jollity, to keep within Bounds, Be merry 
and wiſe, The Man that gets — in- 
curs my ä 5 


And farmer than do th 
honour'd Maſter, . I'd loſe botk Hands, 
| a4 Sir Roger. ] 
1 beliens thou wou'dſt. Go, defirs Mr, 
Worthy to Rep hither. 
. Ned. + 2 Nin 
1 will, sir. (Exit Ned. 
Sir Roger. V/ 
k A Rogue, how arch and fatirical he was 
hen upon the Depravity of the Times. 
Thou haſt made em all Wits [Looking at 
j a Picture] My Men are all Wits, and 
ture 1 my Maids too. Dear Spec ! [Looking 
bet- || fledfaftly at it.] There's Inſtruction in thy 
4? very Look.——Kneller, I love thee 
Thou haſt made me a ſmall Amends for 
the Abſence of a Friend, by giving me 
3 ſomething as like him as human Art can. 
copy the . i 06g 7 
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Enter Mr. Worthy the Chaplain. 
My dear Divine, good morrow to thee. 
Mr. Worthy, 
Sir Roger, good Morrow, I hope you 
flept well; and that your ill Luck gave 


you no Uneafineks 3 in your Dream. 


Sir Roger. 
Ill Luck, Man! Why, thou only won'ſt 


the odd Game. But I'll be reveng'd on 


you inſtantly.— Come, you ſhall give me 


my Revenge this Moment. 


Mr. Worthy. 
With all my Heart, Sir Roger. 
Sir Roger. 
Th You've diſtributed my Mite to my poor 
Neighbours, Sir ? 
Mr. Worthy. 

I have, Sir Roger. A Guinea a- piece 
to ten Families; and they return you ten 
thouſand Thanks. of 

r 
They are welcomer to it than my ſtrong 


Box was; and I had rather fee it ſparkle 


in their Faces, than on my own Fingers. 
= 2th Mr. Worthy, in my Opinion, 
never 


yours, Sir. 
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never appears to ſo much Advantage, as 


when it enlivens the Countenance of the 
Indigent. 
Mr. Worthy. 
All good Men think with you, Sir Roger. 
Sir Roger. 
O, the Tables are here already. Come, 


| have at you. [They ſet the 7. ables.) Mind 


your Hits, Mr. Worthy, and fave your Ba- 
con, if you can, 
Mr. Worthy. 

Tu do my beſt, Sir Roger, Ipromiſe you. 
[They throw for the Dice.] The T hrow 2 
Sir Roger (throws). 

 Sixes | Come, no bad Beginning, 
Mr. Worthy (throws.) 
Duce-Ace! This will never do, 
A Sir Roger (throws,) 
Fours too! Holiday-throwing, indeed! 


1 Mr. Worthy, I fancy I'm in Luck to day, 


[Enter Nedin a great Hurry] 
. Ned. . 
Sir, Sir, here's dhe Gentleman that ſpent 


a Month with your Honour fome time a+ 


gone! 
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„ 
gone! Thee Reading-Writing good Gentle- 
man, that knew every Thing, and ſaid no- 
thing ! 


Bir Roger. 4 
My Dear SpeHator ! —— Where? Sir- 
rah, where? Let me bring him in in my | 
Arms. [Enter Mr. Spectator.] My wor- 
thieſt Friend, a thouſand Welcomes. [They 
embrace moſt affeflionately.] Run, Ned, go, 
make a Toaſt in an Inſtant, and bring the 
Sack. — or [Exit Ned.] 3 
Tu Spectator and Mr. Worthy compliment. J | 
EC eee - 4.41 1 pe oy. 
This is ſo vaſtly kind! 
Mr. Spectator. | 

Of you to entertain me, Sir Roger, — | 

The Kindneſs 1s all on your Side. | 
Sir Roger. 

Kind to entertain you? A Prince might 
be proud to do it. He's an Ornament 
to the Nation, and they'll bring him no- | 
thing to drink —— Why, Ned —— (calls) ; 
(enter Ned with a Toaſt and a Bottle and 
Glaſſes) come, fill, Ned, fill. — Give it 
my Friend, he's cold and fatigu'd,, ' - - | 


[ 17 J 
Mr. Spectator. 
Give me Leave to pledge 
Sir Roger. 
Drink, Dear Sir. I'll pledge you, 
Mlfr. Spectator. 
My humble Service to you, Sir Roger 


Mr. Worthy, your good Health. And a 
merry Chriſtmas and a happy New Year to 


us all, EO (they bow and thank.) 
Sir Roger (to himſelf.) 
How well he looks | How courteouſly he 
ſpeaks! Some People fay he's proud and 
moroſe—but they ought to be hang'd.— 


| They're Enemies to Learning, to Politeneſs, 


- and Humanity that harbour a lighting 


1 Thought of him. 


Mr. Speftator. 
The beſt Sack, Sir Roger, I ever taſted.” 
Sir Roger. | 
Tl ſetile an Annuity for Life then upon 
the Man that fold it me. (Mr. Spectator 
bows.) Come, Ned, give me a Bumper. 


2 Sir, my hearty Service to you, A merry 
7 Chriſtmas and a happy New Year—and | 


you're welcome to Coverly-Hall with all my 


A Mr. 


— — 


1 thank you, Sir. 


C18] 
Mr. SpeBtator.. 
Sir Roger, I thank you— 


Sir Roger. (drinks) 
I won't be thank d. Thank me no 


more, I beſeech you.— He confers an 


Honour upon me here, that a Garter'd 


Knight wou'd give his Ribbon for ; or the 
fineſt Lady in London her fineſt Commode, 
and thanks me for receiving it No 


—With moſt abun- 
dant Gratitude I thank you. 


Your 


| Company to me is ineſtimable. (Me. Spec- 


tator Sou Why I reyerence you, — 
Mr. Spectator. 
You're vaſtly obliging, Sir Roger; ; but 


ſomewhat too complimental for an old Ac- . 


quaintance, methinks. 


Sir Reger. 


I an't, Ian t—But if you think I am, I i 


beg your Pardon, —Play-fellow, come, 


won't you drink my Friend 8 Health? ( 4 
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With all my mo Cel Sir Rager. ( Ned 


fills.) Ma ny and happy Days to you, dir.— , 
And the like to you, Sir Roger. Sir 


mine, as ever cuff daa Cuſhion, 


L 191 
Sir Roger. 
[pulling Mr. Spectator by the Sleeve] 
As worthy a Body that ſame Divine of 
He's e- 
very Thing I like—Very knowing—Very 
modeſt——Has an excellent Voice and 
loves Backgammon. 
Mr. Spectator. 

I know him to be as deſerving a Man as 
lives, Sir Roger, and am rejoic'd he has met 
with fo indulgent a Patron. 8 

Mr. Warthy. [Having drank.) 

The Sack is very fine indeed, 
Sir Roger. 
TI reckon Ned don't love Sack doſt 


Ned? [Ned bows and looks fooliſh.] Suppoſe 


thou ſhoud'ſt drink thy + old Benefactor 8 


Health, wou d it hurt thee, think'ft thou, 


Ned? 
Ned. 
7 try, and if your ] Honour pleaſes, 
Sir Roger. aki 
Do, Ned. | e 
4 Ned. [Ell] 
Sr, here” $ my humble Love, and Duty, 


I 4 EE p and 


1 
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and Obedience, 'and Service to your Ho- 
nour,—And you're as welcome to Co- 
verly-Hall, Sir, as ever Sun- ſhine was to 
Hay-maker; or my Maſter's Preſence at a 


— 


Quarter Seſſions. [Drinks] 
Mr. Spectator. | 
I thank thee, honeſt Ned, I thank thee. | 


Sir Roger. 
Hark'e, Ned, ſend the Houſe-keeper to | 


me e. And, d'ye hear. V hi jpes)| 


Nd ; 

I will, Sir. [Exit Ned. breing]| 

| Sir Roger, 

Well, Sir, and how, ——and which | 
Way? And, Lord. I have a thouſand | þ 
Queſtions to alk you; and don't know ; 
which to give the Preference to.— Did 


you come in your own Coach, or the 
Stage, Sir? e 


Mr. Spetator. ; 
The Stage, Sir Roger: —l was ſet 
down about a Quarter of a Mile off, and 
hurry'd the reſt of the Way, with all the 
Eagerneſs I cou'd, to ſhake my generous 
old Acquaintance by the Hand. [They ſbale 
Hand: Sir 


To- 


C- 


to 


it a 


ks.] f 
my own. 


hee. 


r to | 
rs. ] 


ing 3 


hich 
ſand J 
now | in n good Health. 
-Did 
the 


s ſet 
and 
the 9 


erous | 


2 


— 


„ 
Sir Roger. 
Kind Heart! — Well, what will you 5 | 
to ſtay your Stomach till Dinner? Speak, 
do——be free, I beg of you. My Houſe, 
and all that's in it, are as much yours as 


Mr. Sheckator. 
Nothing more, Sir Roger, for the World. 
[Enter Houſekeeper. ] 
Sir Roger, 
D'ye ſee who's there, Madam? Your 
beſt Curtſey go, you Baggage! 
| Fa 1 Goes to Mr. SpeRtor. ] 
Your Honour's welcome, to Worceſter- 
ſhire, [Curtſeys.] And I hope you Honour 8 


—— — 


Mr. Shectator. 
Very well, I thank you, Mrs, Nas 


And the better to ſee you ſo. [She curtfies 
5 | | much.] 
Sir Roger. [To the Chaplain.] 


Superlatively civil! He's the beſt bred 
Man in the World. Harke, Pru- 
dence, (0 goes ts Sir Roger |'Th Let the beſt 

| . Sheets 
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Wou d you have me lay my beſt F riend i 
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Sheets be air'd; and the beſt Bed made. | 


And d' ye mind me? Put the Piece of 


Plate that was deſign d for the Widow's 


Uſe under it; He deſerves it better than | 
the did, 'm fare, a jiting Gypley |— 


But be ſure, above all Things, you ſee the 


Sheets well air'd. If we ſhou'd hurt him 
the Nation will ſuffer : He's a publick 
Good, and muſt be taken great Care of. 


Prudence. 
Fl take Care, Sir, that every Thing is is as 


it ſhou'd be. Exit Prudence curtfying much.] 


Mr. Stefator. 


; [Having been talking apart to the Chaplain.) | 

I'm afraid, Sir Roger, you are giving 
your Family Trouble upon my Account. 
I beg you'd treat me without Ceremony; 
for, I ſhall never have the Pleaſure of ano- 


| 


ther viſit to you, unleſs Im thoroughly fa- | 


tisfied that my Company is no Ways bur 


hraſams. 5 
Sir Roger 
Talk not of Trouble, Dear Sir, — 


a. Hay-loft ? ? Or bury him alive, like face 


tious 


— 


+ 


#5 
tious Sir Yobn Falflaffe, in foul Linen ? 
No, no, you ſhall lye warm, and a little 
| cleanly, and that's all the Ceremony we'll 
| uſe. | 

Mr. Sertate. 

I hope it is, Sir Roger,———— Well, Sir, 
how does your Friend Wil. Wimble do ? 
ns When did you ſee him? — © wy : 

Sir Roger. 

I heard from him Yeſterday ; ; and expect 
him here to Day. We are to have a little 
Dramatic Entertainment af my Houſe to 
Night, you muſt know, a Friend of 
Wills in London, is the Author, and has 
ent it down to make us merry theſe Holi- 

4 days. Will is ts do a Pärt in it himſelf; 
and his Siſter, anda Farmer's s pretty Daugh- 
ter, and ſome bf my own Servaits make 
the Set of Actors complete. But if 
you don't approve of the Dieträbi, Sir, 

we'll get into a Room by ourſelyes, and 
alk of our old Acquaintance, OP” "NOR 

MI. rx. 

yt no Means; 'Sir Rage. Nobody a ap- 
{Proves of Dramatic Performances better 
than 


[24] 
than I do, provided the Wit i 1s decent, and 
the Deſign uſeful. 


Sir Roger. | 
"0 Worthy likes this Thing mightily. 
Mr. Spectator. 
Then, I'm ſure it's good, 
Mr. Worthy. | 
| You do me a great deal of Honour, 
Sir. | 


| Sir Roger. | 
1 reckon ſome of em are rehearſing, 
Mr. Worthy, 1 wiſh you'd be ſo kind as to 
fee how they go on, a little 
Mr. Worthy, _ 
I will, Sir Roger. [Exit Mr. Worthy: | 
Sir Roger. 


ra have e'm as perfect, methinks, as 
poſſible i in their Parts, for, really there's 
as much owing to the Player, in the Plea- 
ſure theſe Things affords us, as to the Poet. 
— What's a Poppington without a Cib- 
zer? Or a Sir Harry Wildair without a 
Wilkes ? Nothing at all Mere, in- 
Aifernnt, common Characters, that a Man 
Nay ſit and ſleep at, 


— — - — 


— 
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do 


1 
| Mr. Spedtator. | 
Very true, Sir Roger. - But pe wind 
is this Piece call d that we're to be enter- 
tain'd with to Night, Sir ? | 
dir Nager. F 

A Touch por Taſte ; or the Raree-Shew. | 

| Mr. Spe&ator. Lad 
r, | Something ſmart upon the Times, Ireck 
on. like the Title very well. Lou 
us'd to love a Frolick of this Kind, Sir 


g: || Roger, in your younger Days: Do you 


to | make one of the Dramatis Perſonz your- 
ſelf ? : 

er Hh, 

ny. Pia] know you'll laugh at the old 

| IF Fool, you will ſo. Why I did Deſign to 

do the Part of the Maſter of the Shew ; 

res but upon your coming I ſent Word to my 

lea- Steward to get it; 'tis an eaſy Part, and 

oct. he Il do it very well, 

Cib- E Mr. Spectator. 7 — 

t all I dare fay you'd do it a great deal beter; 
in- Sir _ | 

Mang 1 { at Roger. DV 419% 

* Yen don't jeer your old 1 

Miß. D don't 


N 


— 
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don't you. know youre a Wag when 
you ſet upon't, —A very great Wag 
when you ſet upon't—No.—You, and 
I'll croud in among the reſt of the People, 


* 


and look on. Tho' I may have a Word 
with em too, perhaps, when Occaſion of- 
fers; for the Thing, you muſt know, is ſo 


contriv'd, that the Audience may put in || v 


their Oar, every now and then, without in- 
terrupting the Performance, —Ha |! —— 
I thought I heard Will. Wimble's Whiſtle, A 
So it was Here he comes, [Enter Will. 
Wimble.] Neighbour Billy your Servant, 
[They ſhake Hands. l Ic 
Wil W zmble, 
Sir Roger, your Servant, 
Sir Roger, 
Don't you know this Gentleman, Billy? ge 
Mill. Wimble. 

Sir, I'm your moſt obedient Servant. 
You're welcome to Worceſterſhire, 
Sir—1 hope you enjoy your Health, Sir, 

Mr. Spectator. 

Ver well, Mr. Wimble, 1 thank you. 
— hope you are well, N tle 

== þ wil 


». 


F 
is 
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1 Will. Wimble. 

, At your Service, ou Sir, I return you 
1 | Thanks. 

5 Sir Riger. 

d You met the Girls, I ſuppoſe.— 

f 2 Will. Wimble. 


o J did, Sir Roger. - They came back 
in | with me, and are gone up to dreſs, 
os e Sir Roger. 
— Well, what will you drink, Bully? (Py 
le. Ned. | 
ill. Will. Wimble. 
nt. TII call him, Sir Roger. — I've a 
5. ||| louder Voice in my Pocket than yours. 
[ Pulls out aWhiſtle and wwhiſtles.] 
Sir Roger, [To himfel/.] 
A louder Voice in his Pocket. Very 
ly ? good! = [Enter Ned.] 
Will. Wimble. 
ant. A Cup of your Chriſtmas Ale, pray Ned. 
ire, Med. SEED « 
Sir. You ſhall have it, Sir. [Bat Ned. F 
2 Will. Wimble. (to Sir Roper.) 
you. I ſhall be aſham'd to act before the Gen- 
tleman. He's ſa great a Critick, 
Will D 2 one 


cg ' 
La. 
i 


Sir Roger, 


[28 ] 


one don't know how to e before 


him. 


Sir River. 
The beſt-natur'd Mari in the World. 
Will. W:mble. 3 

I'm glad on't— [Goes to Mr. Spectator.] 
dir, if you pleaſe to accept of a little Piece 
of my Handywork-—You're as welcome 
as a Prince. [Gives him a Tobacco-Stopper.| 

Mr. Spectator. 

Mr. Wimble, I thank you: It comes in 
very good Time. I loſt mine out of my 
Pocket this very Morning. Ill keep it for 
your Sake, Sir. | [Will. Sous. 

Will. Wimöle (to Sir Roper.) 1 

So he is, Sir Roger, prodigious good- 
natur d I ſhall do my Part manfully 
now. Enter Ned. 1 
Come, Ned, give me the Cup. Sir, 
Here's my hearty Service to you; and I with 
you a merry Chriſtmas, and a happy ne 
Year——And as many of em, Sir, as you 
pleaſe to defire——And the ſame to you 


Both 


re mere 


re 


750 | 


you,” 


Bor. 
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| Both, 
Thank yon, Mr. Wimöle. 
Will. Wimble, 
Will you pleaſe to drink, Sir? 
[To Mr, > 
M r. Spectator. 
Not a Drop, Sir, I thank you. 
| Will. Wimble. 
Nor you, Sir Roger ? 
Sir Roger. 
Not a Drop, Billy. 
| [Ned tales the Cup, and exit, 
Sir Roger. 
Come, Gentlemen, there's a good Fire 


in the next Room, and I believe it's a'moſt 


Dinner-time too. ¶ Looks on bis Watch.) 


Ay. They'll want to lay the Cloth here. 


Are the Fiddlers come, I wonder ! 


He goes to the Door, and calls.) Fiddlers — 


[Enter a Couple. You may play while 
we're at Dinner, here, any where within 


Reach of our Ears. 


Fiddlers, 
In the my, Sir Roger, if you pleaſe. 


Sir 


— 


—— 
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L 39 ] 
Sir Roger. 

Ay, do ſo. — Vou'll excuſe their Per- 
formance, Sir, [To Mr. Spectator.] They 
are none of the firſt Hands, indeed ; but 
as uſeful Muſicians, I believe, as we have 
in England, ——That honeſt Fellow with 


one Eye, there, is an excellent Thatcher ; 


and poor hopping Tom Kills all the Moles 
in the Pariſh. 80 
Mr. Spectator. 
Uſeful Muſicians indeed, Sir Roger. 
Will. Wimble. 
J apprehended there would be occaſion 


for ſome better Mufick than ordinary to- 
day, Sir Roger; and ſo I order'd the Wor- 


ceſter Waits to come. 
Sir Roger. 


You did very well, Billy----S0 there will. 
Tm glad you thought on't 


want you, as, ſoon as Dinner's over, for 
the Entertainment. 


be in the Way. [Ty the Fiddler. 


We ſhall 


You'll be ſure to 


F1ddlers. 


We will, Sir Roger. [Exeunt Fiddlers. 


Enter 
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Enter Ned. 
f | Ned. 
I thought it wou'dn't be amiſs to ac- 
quaint you, Sir, that the Neighbours have 
been ſome time in the next Room. They 
were afraid to enter in here, becauſe they 

underſtood your Honour had Company. 

Sir Roger. 
Modeſt Hearts! We'll go to them tic: 
Gentlemen, you know the Way. [Exeurt, 


End of the Firſt Act. 


Enter between the Afs a Country Lad and 
— Country Laſs. - 


—— 


—— | 
We ſhall dine i'the Kitchen, Peggy; if 
you will, we'll ſteal a Dance while Sir 
Roger's at Dinner. 5 N 
Peggy. With all my Heart. [4 Dance, 


8 
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SCE N E, 4 large Rane, 


Maſter of the Shew (to ſeveral People at 
he Door.) 
ALK in, Gentlemen and Ladies, 
and ſee the Sight, 
8 
What have you got to be ſeen ? 
he Maſter. 


A Parcel of the moſt unaccountable 


Creatures you ever ſet your Eyes on. 
| A Gentleman. 

Of what Kind? _ 

45 Maſter. 

| of the human Kind, Sir. 

oF Gentleman. 
Dead, or alive? 

te ET Maſter. 
Alive, and alert as any Frenchman. 


Gentleman, 


wi 


loy 


* 
p 
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[33] 
| Gontleman, 
of what ys ? 


* VS ”- 
x 
4 = 4+ * 
=— 
” * * 


Ah, Sir! the n more's the Pity————but 
indeed they are all Engliſbo. l hope you 


are ſo too, Gentlemen and Ladies; for, I 


| muſt own, I'm not a little ſcrupulous of 


expoſing em to Foreigners. 
Sir Roger. 


Thou'rt a very honeſt F clow—Cane 


we'll all go in. 
Enter a Croud, and ſeat themſelves 
on Bentbes. 
Maſter. 

Youlll pleaſe to take natice, Gentlemen 
and Ladies, that, being entirely in the 
Power, and at the Diſpoſal of their Follies, 
my Perſonages will appear like real Mad 
F olks. —Regardleſs of the Company about 
them, they'll talk to themſelves, and fig 
to themſelves, and behave 1 in ſo ridiculous 
a Manner, that you can't help fancying 
you're in Bedlam; while, in fact, they are 
no more Lunaticks than all the Pretty Fel- 
lows and Fine Ladies about Town. 
mm 9 Condition 


* aAwS 7 


Their 
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[ 34 ] 
Condition is not the Want of Senſe, but a 
Miſapplication of it. 
Sir Roger. 
Aͤterrible Condition, indeed! and of moſt 
dreadful Conſequences! 
Maſter. 
Without doubt, Sir. Now, ne- 
men and Ladies, the firſt Figure that pre- 
ſents itſelf to you is a Perſon of Family 
and Fortune, whoſe ſole Delight is in 
driving Coaches. He was left with me 
here, by his Friends, to try Practices upon 
him, and ſee if I could poſſibly fix the Biaſs | 
the right Way. This is my Gentleman, 1 | 
Enter a Perſon whiſtling, accoutred © 
hike a Coachman. 
A Woman. 
Is he tame? May one ſpeak to him ? 
| Maſter. 
1 have him in proper Subjection, Ma- 
dam.—You may ſay what you pleaſe. 
Women. 
(Goes to the Perſon, and pulls him by the Sleeve.) 
Pray, Sir, if it isn't too free, may I crave 
the Favour of your Name? 


Perſon 


Ve 
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Perſon, 
Name? Ay—Sir Thomas Lee 


Woman. 

What Eftate may you have, pray, Sir 
Thomas? 
Sir Mane. 

Tm no Conjurer, indeed, Child. 

Woman. 
But what Eſtate have you at preſent? 

Sir Thomas. 

Why, if you muſt know, Mrs. Inquiſi 


tive, at preſent I have but five Thouſand a 


Year. 
Markos. 

Five Thou fand a Year | Why, you look 
more like a common Stage-Driver, than a 
Man of Fortune. 

Sir Wanne 

J had rather look ſo, than like a Duke; 

and what's that to thee, ha? 
: Woman. 

I'm ſorry a Gentleman ſhou'd degrads 8 

himſelf ſo much, Sir, that's all. 
Sir Thomas (flouriſhing his Whip.) 


Je, Jolly. 4 (Aud fings a Tune) 


L 361 


24 Woman. 
The Brute ſings very well, really. 
Mafer, 


_ Exceedingly well. Ten to one but he 
ſings a Song preſently of his own making: 
He has one that he is mighty fond of, 
and, in my Opinion, not at all a bad one; 
for tho' he is as wrong- headed a Creature 
as you can poſſibly meet with, the World 
muſt allow that he does not, » by 120 means, 
n 136 1 
Sir Thomas (walls about, * ow). d 
(1.) a 
1 envy not the Brave their Scars, 
Do got in the moſt glorious Wart. ] 
De Fame of Wits: to me's a Foke, { 
And all the Muſes they invoke, + 
Je Patriots Zeal I never felt: 
At Beauty I cauld never meli. 
Power I value not a Fig, Lg 
Alb it makes one: look: ſo big. ] 
| 131 dat d Mei 1 
ve been, for Hoe ſole, at Sobool, c 
But. never mid ig of a Rü⏑ẽ¹ 
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1971 
In Parli ment I bave à Seat, 
But Paliticks are all a Cheat, 
(4). 
The Beau may dreſs, the Lecher heth ; 
My good Lord Mayr may eat and flee: 
The Man of Lau may cheat and thrive; 
Enough for me that 1 can drive. 
[Exit finging. 
ad Gentleman. . 
Frantick Creature! Tis right, indeed, 
that he ſhould be confin d. But is he 
really a Member of Parliament? | 
eee Baer 
He was when he made the Song ; but 
was thrown out the laſt Election, on being 
heard to ſay over a Mug of Stout, that he 


lov'd the Coach- Box better than the Senate: 


{ . Houſe; and wou'dn't loſe a Day's nn 
to ſave the Liberties of his e 


Sir Roger. 


ry Heaven we may 8 have ach 


Parliament-Men't Or, if we. have, that 
they may be all of your Houſhold, h- 
cles of Deriſion and Abhorrence. | 


4 2 Woman, 


ga 
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| 2d Woman. 
Well, what's next to be ſeen ? 
Maſter. 
The next Figure, Gentlemen and Ladies, 


is a Fiſhermonger's Wife, who (preferring 
the Example of her Superiors to the doing 
her Duty) neglected her Family, and was 
always at Quadrille.— Her Huſband plac'd 
her here, to keep her out of Harm's Way, | 


and himſelf from Deſtruction.— Her 
Name is Littleworth,——That's ſhe coming 
in there, mumbling to herſelf. 5 
Enter Littleworth in a Robe, with a 
Pack of Cards in her Hand. 
Litthworth (regardleſs of the Company.) * 
Dear Spadille ! Td rather kiſs thee than | 
my Huſband. (Kiſſes a Card.) And you, | 


my Baſto than my little Girl. (Kiſſes ano- . 
ther.) Ye gay Amuſements, never, never 


fly me! —A Pack of Cards is all my Soul 
delights in! (Kiſſes the Pack. 
Sir Roger (to himſelf.) | 
Poor Huſband and Children — pity 


em with all my Heart. 


» Littleworth 


All to fill a Huſband's Cheſt ! 


EN 


Littleuorth (fings,) 
Oh, what Bliſs your Houſewives feel, 


Purring o er a Spinning-IWheel ! 


Oh, how charming lis to fit 
Wond'ring at an Infant's Wit ! 


[ Laughs ſcornfully, 
Ever rattling, | 


Nonſenſe prattling ; 
Poolifh Fondneſs calls it Wit. 


ob, how happy is the Dame, 


Druaging till ſhe's blind and lame! 
Oh, how ſiveetly is ſhe bit, 
Care preferring to her Reſt ! 
Never fquand ring, | 
Ever pond ring. 


| [Scoffingly.. 
Ob, what Fools compar'd to thee, 
Cardamanta, and to me ! 
Oh tranſporting, rich Delight, 
When fix Matts attract the Sight! 
Sweet Senſation, 
Paſt Relation, 
When fix Matts attract the Sjcbe ! 
[Wich uot Glee, and offers to go. 
we Moman 
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1 Woman (to the Maſter.) 
Do, make her ſing it again, Sir. 
. Maſter (to Littleworth ) 


Madam, Madam, the Song again, if 
you pleaſe. 


Littlworth Parts. ) 


Bless my Soul ! you ſtartled 21 


didn't know any Body was here — Come, 
who plays at Quadrill! ?? 
Maſter. 
The Song again, Madam, I beſeech you. 
Littlhworth, 
De tout mon Caur, 
Sir Roger (to Mr. Spectator.) 
French too | —T'll aſſure you, a | very ac- 
compliſh'd Gentle woman! 
Littleworth . (fings the Song 5 
Into tother Room Come, the Things 


are —— ſhall loſe a Day. (Runs out. 


Sir Roger. 


Vile Huſſey | Tis well for the poor Fiſh- 


monger ſhe's in faſt Hold, —Is ſhe a Wit 


too ? Did ſhe make this mw herſelf, 


Maſter. 


Mr.? 


hot W — . _ mh 
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Mater. 
Yes, really, Sir, ſhe's a Woman of ſome 
Genius, as they call it. But the Song 
was made by a Haberdaſher of fmall Wares 
—As odd a Raſcal, I believe, as you ever 
met with. He was ſo infatuated with 
Politicks and Poetry, that to keep him out 
of the Gazette, his Friends ſent him to 
me. His Name is Bifoible.— You'll 
ſee him in an Inſtant. —— Ay, here he 
comes. (Enter Bifoible, with a Book.) 
Bifoible [to bimſelf.] 
3 They'll] never bring Matters to bear, 
1 that's certain. Why am not I at the 
Head of Affairs? Machiavel knew a great 
deal, and I have ſtudied him thoroughly. 
: But it don't ſignify talking, they will have 
| their Way. ure poor England was never 
at ſo great a Loſs for Genius's as at preſent. | 

l muſt write Politicks myſelf, or the 
Nation will never know her true Intereſt. 
And then for Poetry —ha, ha, ha. 
——[t makes me laugh to think what a 
Pack of Rhymers we have They may 
talk of their Popes, and their Addiſons, 
uv - (here 


L 42 ] 
(bere Sir Roger pulls Mr. Spectator by the 
Sleeve) and their I don't know who-alls, 


but I'd lay all the Tape in my Shop, that 


I'm a better Poet than any of em. Can 
they make a Song like mine? Not they, 


truly, with all their Crambo Noddles put 
together. And, by my Faith, Song- 
Writing is the very Characteriſtick of a true, 
ſublime, poetick Fancy. 


Sings. 
Dirty Traffick ! fly me, fly me, 
Gentle Muſes ! lend your Aid. 
Machi'vel be ever nigh me; 
Pre too fine a Tafte for Trade, 
Fa, la. 


Curſe me, if I don't think they re four as N = 


genteel Lines as e er were penn'd by Wal- q 


ter. Sings em again and — 
1ſt Gentleman. 


The very Counterpart, this Fellow, of i 


Fack Whiſfler the Plumber. Ridicu- 
lous Rogues ! I'd give five Pound: now, 
methinks, Fach was but here, 


2d Gentleman. 


He wou'dn' t take the Hint if he was; 


e ſo 


1.08 
fo blind he is to his own Imperfections; 
but wou'd ſwear, I reckon, that the Pic- 
ture was drawn for the Parſon of the 
Pariſh. | 
: 1ſt Gentleman. 
Ay, the Knowlege of one's ſelf, indeed, 
is a Science the Pride of Man will ne'er at- 
tain to, 


iſt Woman. 

Well, Maſter, have you any = elſe 

to ſhew us? | 

+. - Moajer. 

I have. The next Figures, Gentle- 

1 men, and Ladies, that preſent themſelves, 

ære a Couple of thorough bred frenchified 
* travell'd Creatures, who think it an Abo- 


mination to look like Engliſh Folks ; and 


oblig'd to ſpend. it at Home: Their Con- 
verſation is very impertinent, and Tm al- 


Racket they make; for they have got a 


always warbling, and whining it about my 


— — — 
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n 


4 

1 

1 
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j 
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had as lief be without an Eſtate as to be 


moſt mad every now. and then with the 
Parcel of Nonſenſe ſet to Muſick, and are 


Houſe like an Opera.——You miſt know, 


GEES 


| C44 7 


[ I am one of thoſe who prefer Senſe to 
| Sound, and of Courſe a great Nn, to 
1 your Operas. 


sir Roger. 
Well ſaid! That's true old Engliſh Taſte, 
Maſter. 
By the flutter, and the ruſtling, I tancy 
Mogiſh and Belinda are coming, 
2d QWoman. 
The People you were 5 of, ar'n 
they, Sir ? 


Maſter. 

Yes, Madam. [Modiſh and Belinda fly 
into the Room ou different Doors. Both dreſt 
a la Frangoiſe.] 
Belinda fings, to the Tune of On the Banks 

of Pinks, &c, 


I. 


Modiſh „ing. Iſay tis a la mode. 

Belinda, I hate to be ſtrait lac d, Sir. 

Modiſh, Your Notion, Madam's good, 
Nur Notion, Madam's good. 


8. Belinda. 


Belinda. What ſay you to my Taſte, Sir? 
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Belinda, This Robes from the French 
(Nation, 

Modiſh, 71s right it ſhou'd be 2 

Belinda. I hate the Engliſh Faſbion, 

| I ne er made Belle, or Beau. 


Both. It ne er made Belle or Beau. 
helinda. T7 his Air too I imported. | 
© | (fwims about.) 
7 Modiſh. This Bow 1 bought i in France, 
RT (bows.) 
= 6 Ma Ducheſſe thus I courted, 
v ery airy.) 
With Snuff. box and a Dance, 
With Snuff-box and a Dance, 
: ( Ti —_ Snuf, and dancing about.) 


0 


Belinda, O fort, Airs J 

| Modiſh, Jo France the Praiſe is due, 

La Maniere & aimable ! 
She gave to me, and you 

Both. She gave 40 me and you 


7 5. Belin- 5 


L 46 
5 . 
Belinda, Mice Britons your Neighbour, 
Modiſh. A grateful Homage pay; 
- Sbe's made you ceaſe from Labour, 
And thus to ſpend the Day! 

} And thus to ſpend the Day ! 


| Both. 


Gentlemen: 
Encore, encore. 


(fricking about.) 


Modiſb. ( Starts, and bobs about J) | 


Encore? What! ? B take us for Play- 
ers ? 
Mafeer, 
Sing the Song again, tis I deſire it. (h 
ing and exeunt.) 
iſt Woman. 
Who are theſe People, pray? 
Mater. 
They are of very conſiderable Rank, 


and therefore, it is the more abundantly : 


neceſſary to confine * em. Whenever a 
leading Perſon is a wrong-headed one, he 
ſhou'd, by all Means, be ſent to me ; the 
inferiour Sort wou'd otherwiſe catch his 
Vagaries, and be min'd. I tremble 
— * jp 


g 
« 


. CT: - 
when 1 tell you of it, Gentlemen, and 
> I Ladies, I tremble when I tell you of it, 
but our Great Folks have contracted ſuch a 
> MW ſcandalous Veneration for France, that, in a 
Vear or two more, the very Plough-men will 
7 ſing you a Chanſon d boire! and baiſe moi be 
ue firſt Words your Children will learn at 
nurſe ! Unleſs, by this new Method of lock- 
ing up the diſeaſed, the Diſtemper may | 
be hindred from ſpreading. 
Sir Roger. 
3 Tis a worthy Inftitution ! And I wiſh i it 
4 Succeſs with all my Heart. 
1 , Baer.” © 
l have atichiin Couple, Gentlemen, , and 
1 Ladies, not at all behind Hand in Folly, 
, and the Faſhion, with thoſe you have al- 
4 ready ſeen. One of em is a Barber, and 
the other a Toy- man's Wife. —— The 
Y Barber is the beſt Dancer, perhaps in En- 
gland, but the idleſt Rogue in the Univerſe, 
and the worſt Shaver, The Woman 


vas brought up at the Boarding-ſchool, and 
1 ſays her Learning han n't be throwyn away. 
q She wou'd be for ever flirting it at Balls, 


and 


[48 | 
and Aſſemblies, to ſhew'to the World what, 
a Proficient ſhe was in Error, and how' 
mightily ſhe. excell'd 'in a Miſtake ; till, 
tired with repeated Inſults and Elopements, 
the wretched Huſband brought her hither, 
Here, ſays he to me, my Friend, only 
ec undo what the Boarding-School has 
« done, and rl make you a Preſent of a 
t hundred Guineas : In the Scheme of 
10 Thinking and Practice ſhe's now in, I 
te can't poſſibly maintain her; her . 
* cation wilt be my Ruin.” 

An ordinary Noman. 


I'm ſorry I ſent my Bridget to Hack- 


ne Tm ſure ſhe isn't a bit the more 
dutiful for't. 


Ly» | 
What Fortune can you give bert ns 
N Noman. | 
About 2 hundred Pound, may be.- 
Mafter. 5 
Take her home with all Speed bi 
: her learn to get her Living, and to be fru- 


gal, that when ſhe comes to act in Life, . 


inſtead of ** polite, ſhe may be uſeful; 
| inſtead 


loft 


wit 


& . I = 


nl 


| wife. 


A 
4. Right. 11 pa! ei QC) 
5 ng of Mafer. FLOUR 
O, here come — | 


Enter 4 Man and Woman dancing, 
they dance 4 Minuet, and ereunt. 


17 Gentleman. 


They really dance exceedingly well. 4 


think they ſhou'd do nothing but dance 
They might make a handſom Proviſion for 
their 3 and: in the May: too that 
they * | 
a | 
Ah | Sir,---they are ſo thoroughly wrong - 
headed, ſo thoroughly in Taſte, that, if 
Dancing was their Calling, they'd never 
dance. The Barber likes it, he ſays, as 
a genteel Accompliſhment, but cou'dao't, 
by any means, away with it for a Pro- 
felſion.—And Madam, truly, gn ber Huſ- 
band's propaſivg to Mig her on che Stage, 
_ him a ſwinging Box on the. Ear, 
TIT | G | with 


lottead: of A fine Daiibery a good Houſe: | 
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with a © Ho'now, Reptile, haſt forgot my 
* Education? 
2d Gentlenian, 

Quite Frenzy !-—The Woman's Caſe is 

downright Madneſs. 
An ordinary Man. 

'Tis a very common Caſe, I'm ſure, call 
it what you will. I have juſt ſuch a Slut 
of a Wife my ſelf; and TIl lodge her here 
too. But what Methods do you take, 
Friend, to cure theſe Objects? 

Maſter. ö 

I keep 'em low,---I give 'em good u- 
{cl,-----and I whip em. Spare Diet, 


and a little Jerking, in theſe Caſes, are of 
admirable Uſe. I have done Miracles with | 


'em; for within theſe ſix Months, out of 
but a hundred and fifty Belles, Beaus, Qua- 
drillers, Poets, Politicians, and ſuch like, 
1 have made, at leaſt, half a Dozen reaſon- 
| able Crea tures. 
| 1/8 Gentleman. 

You have done Miracles, indeed! Go on, 
and proſper We have ſeen all, I ſup- 
pole ? 


Moſer | 


| ſs 


„ T a. 8 


14 


15 
Maſter. | 
All, Sir. "6 0 72 1 
7 976d Sir Roger. 0 
There, honeſt Friend, (Gives the Maſter 0 


Money.) there's ſomething for your Trouble. 
And may the Shame of being made a 
| | Scoff and Deriſion the Dread of Con- 
. | finement——and the Fear of a Whipping- 
bout, keep us All within Bounds. May 
we evermore act properly and in Character; 
and be able to furniſh out a Scene, by way 
of Oppoſition to this, that ſhall be a Glory 
to the Nation, and an Honour to the 892 
cies. And ſo your Servant. 
Maſter. 

Gentlemen and AY: your: moſt obe- 


8 1 Exeunt omnes. 


% & 


8 0 E NE 2 fo another Nn. 


Bite Sir Roger and Mr. r . 

Worthy and the two Gentlemen follwing. 

Mr. Spetator (to Mr. Worthy.) 

|| Your Servant, Sir, 1 Was Tu we had 

bft you. | 10 1 
„ Ga Si | 


EG TC AINTREE re uy MS? AO, : : 


"EY 
Sir Roger. 
No; Mr. Worthy was fo kind as to be 


Prompter : 21 thank him; but there Was 


very little Need of any; they were all as 
. — in their Parts, really, as one could 


iI. Well how d' ye like the Thing. 
Sir 3 We) ee en 
ie Mr. Heuer, 
een **VNVNNNCö 
FY 0.1 Sir Roger, IS 
1 thought, the Fear of expoſing! his Con 
try to the Contempt of Foreigners (at the 
beginning of the Piece) was way d and 
honeſt of wo ABMRn 2 tn 
Mr. Seckaror. 
It was ſo—very P:aiſe-worthy, 
1 /f Gentleman. 
We muſt take Leave, Sir Roger. 
anon og Sir Roger. N 
Be quiet. Weill talk about that a 
Week hence. Hexe:s Ned has ſomewhat 
to ſoy to us. (Euter Ned. 
The Neighbours deſire to know, Sir, if 
they mayn't have the old Dance. 


. 
: 8 . — 


* 


＋ 52 3 
NH. J Sir Reger. 12 75 2 F 
3 Soc. all Means, N. 


Deſire em to come in. ¶ Eris Ned. 


And enter Neightours, Mr, Wimble, M th, 

aud Suky. 

pn Alger (to the Mufck,) Sl 

Play Old Roger, (4 Country Dance. 
Sir 1 

Well, N eighbours, you'll divert yourſelyes 

the Remainder af the Evening as you like 


beſt. My Cupboard, you know, is 


open; my Cellar unlockt; the Fiddlers and 

my Servants entirely at your Beck, Eat, 
drink, dance, and be as jovial as you will. 
Neigblours. | [ 

Thank your Honour and Worſhip, 4 
Miſs Wimöle (to the Neighbours.) 

Come. then, we'll go into the Hall, and 


* at u and Commands. 


ly . Buky. Kreer 
And I knaw what II * you, 


Sup. as 


Wat? 


Tu cammand you to kiſs that ſtrange 


Gentle- 


herds 2 as 
n — —— — — — * 
ar — 3 — — 8 * _ 2 . 
2 — r ien 


r 
. 


— ng ere — 
. — 2 


K 54 J 
| Gentleman there: ( Pointing. at Mr. 7 
Miſs Vintl. 3 

III be even with you then, 1 Pen 
W I'll command you not to kiſs 
any Man, nor to let any Man kiſs you. 
Gentlemen, your Servant. 

( Exeunt M % Wimble, E ky, and 
Neighbours, 

"0 Manent Sir Roger, Mr. SpeXtator, 

Mr. Wimble, Ar. Wor ay, ; au 
as Gontlemen. 80 

: Sir Roger. 

Now, Gentlemen, if you pleaſe, wel 
90 drink a ſober Bottle, and toaſt our 
F riends—get to Bed in good n 
and in the Morning take our Guns. 

My Neighbours will be here again to- 


morrow, Sir; week 0 Mr. Speck.] and, if we 
can find out n better Diverſion: for you 


then, than you | have had to-day----l think 
we muſt een put up with the ſame. 
Mr. Spectator. 
I don't know how we Can mend our 


| ſelves, indeed, Sir Roger: = 


#4 S& 24 %@ 4 


241850 sir 


F — 
| Sir Roger. . - 

Thus it is we ſpend our Chriſtmas in | 
the Country ;—chearfully, not wantonly — 
in honeſt Mirth, and Pleaſure that brings 

no Pain, 


* . 
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